
W «3 UVC.K 

tomorrow 


w 

LgOWERCUT 


DEAD 


CHILDREN 


PLAYING 


A Picture Book by Stanley Donwood & Dr. Tchock 


AT THE FIRST SIGN f 

OF PANIC COUNT TO 10 strafe 

MONET FORTH! GENERALS 

i i I I I I (■ I ■ H I I M u - , . 

N0 v^rou 


TRENCHES 

I 

hahthoo mum 




































DEAD . . ' V 
CHILDREN 
PLAYING 




DEAD . _'V 
CHILDREN 
PLAYING 

A Picture Book 

Stanley donwood & dr. tchock 

v 

VERSO 





This edition first published by Verso 2007 
© Stanley Donwood 2007 
Previous edition published by IguapopGallery 2006 
© IguapopGallery and Stanley Donwood 2006 
All rights reserved 


The moral rights of the author have been asserted 
13579 10 8642 


Verso 

UK: 6 Meard Street, London W1F OEG 
USA: 180 Varick Street, New York, NY 10014-4606 
www.versobooks.com 


Verso is the imprint of New Left Books 

ISBN-13: 978-1-84467-170 0 

British Library Cataloguing in Publication Data 
A catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library 

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data 
A catalog record for this book is available from the Library of Congress 


Printed and bound in Singapore by Tien Wah Press 





llll 









iow to use 
3ur inhaler 
properly 




21 / 11/96 


mouthpiece in the Hold your breath for 10 

,ps seconds, or as long as is 
<Vfter starting to comfortable, before 
slowly and 


>ugh your mouth, 
nhaler firmly, as 


breathing out slowly. 


After use replace the cover 
on the mouthpiece. 


I ami continue to 


i 


Hoia/ 1^1 ^ 



Remove the cover from the Holding the inhaler as 

mouthpiece and shake the shown breathe out 

'^ryor^. 9 en,, y i£fS U rtand 

- , then immediately 


If you are to take a second 
inhalation you should wait 
at least one minute before 
repeating steps 2, 3 and 4. 


■V 

^ He. 

- *^M,-Kp iea U -the. 


!e>rt«tv.> i* 

S <v( 


- - —-'«s 

M:6P OUT OF CH|LDREN-sW^.^ W 


SAllBUTAMOL' INHALER 


10P 


:3 36 use( * 35 djrectio by your doctor 


inn 

, tm MfiJi 


'^ Ajr Vf . 

Irvj Uy^ ^4 

+» fW. S^k. 

A tl ^ i . .i-». -.L i I 




iftl 

L 




































5A1&/T7WM.OL 


(A 


<■K 6£L£CTVl/£r %&TA r fofetiloc&PTfi 

ShM'JlSrrtT- 

# 4 * ^ASH, WcO*, 

(JuxfL^ hidyc^siUA Cseld^UJki*^ 

WW 3 ^ by <^UUUv^ kyok«t»c~\«. «jW 

k ) U d^ } ct^cA^i ^dLLsy 

JM^TUWi&i i brtrSlobjt'ifa-tMj ^A\c-eWi^ j tusjt M.tnoote-*-**' 
ri^cAld • ^ udva/vw-StWci-r' - 


e< @x 



<§x 


-ae ^cj ao/cfcM 


Salbutamol 

INHALER 


It is dangerous to 
exceed the 
recommended dose 


Pressurised can: 
Do not puncture 
break or burn even 
when empty 


j^c ^y^y sWJI Ixc 

<^<> ^ gUti^» 


Salbutamol Aerosol 
Inhalation BP 


Avoid storage in 
direct sunlight or 
heat 

Store in a cool place 
Protect from frost 


200 metered 
actuations 


KEEP ALL MEDICINES 
AWAY FROM 
CHILDREN V # 



A H Cox & Co Ltd 
Whiddon Valley 
Barnstaple 
England UK 


f ' K ^ 11 


1 + to j>r t$Cfd>€j Jyv 

Ly\orCAn£ c\\\it,Aj ?w 

JULiUtAs# -Hjl (*n$sL fj, 

^^ . 

^ 'Ka, cx^cb^i^t 


^ h^uJu 























; 


I 


! 




SlMBOLtf* 
* SYMBOL 


DAN Q E^Av 

NATBAR-ATO 


^fnc.' 




HE fO^Vtl/A^O 

AUrRfKI .TpMfa* 


Computer art 

It is not always that one wants to design a useful 
product: artists are using computer graphics with 
hundreds of colours to create exciting pictures 
capable of moving and changing, rather like a v<w 
sophisticated cartoon. Some have developed 
robots which draw pictures which have been 
accepted and sold by art galleries. 


t ; 7 ( lXt |o^ C n 0 r PUter * switched * waits to be 

Stoen 8 W " h b «?y a a%S^n n y dem 

ntelligence as we recognise it in human beings. 

Some organisations collect data about people 
without their knowing that the data will be kedt 01 
to what use it will be put. They watch people ’ 
constantly, using the data when they need it. 
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While it is true that computers can work very fas! 
and remove the drudgery from boring tasks, man 
people are frightened that they will lose their jobs 
Hobots have taken over in car factories where 
engineers used tn accomhi^ 
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T'm in a staggeringly cold studio that Fve rented\ and the 
rain is lashing at the large window that I can t manage to 
properly close. The view is of a line of sewerage pipe-cleaning 
lorries. The news is dominated by the concurrent wars in 
Kosovo. The Racak. ‘ incident 9 has recently taken place. Tm a 
pampered UK citizen^ but I recognise the logos on the clothes 
of those pulled from rubble , I recognise the types of trees 
around the burning villages , and guiltily I realise that this 
conflict is affecting me like none has before. This feels as if 
with a little bad luck •> it could be me in the news. 
My girlfriend. My kids. 

Tm sitting at the bar in the pub, reading a newspaper. On 
the front is a photograph. It's taken looking straight down at 
the ground ,, and the image is of perhaps a square metre of 
snow. The snow is spattered with bloody engine oil, marked 
with bootprints , studded with cigarette ends. Snow. Snow is 
a gentle blanket that makes our ugly world beautiful , a 
gleaming raiment that conceals the tawdriness of litter, 








shit and trash. But not hen. Snow is evidence. 


Eve got a memory, long forgotten, that's just resurfaced. 
When I was a boy, on one of my extremely infrequent visits 
to the capital from the badlands of Essex, I saw some 
paintings, paintings on a monumental scale of what would 
now be called atrocities ; redcoated English soldiers 
massacring foreigners. To my young eyes these depictions of 
long-ago battles looked like jewellery scattered in mud, 
beautiful tableaux of gems of colour arranged in dun brown 
fields. I resolve to see these paintings once more. I need to see 
them. That's what I want to paint ; jewels strewn in snow. 
Somehow I want to MAKE THE HORRIBLE 
BEAUTIFUL... 


O Em in London, and Em looking for the pictures. I try 
^ the obvious places, the National Gallery, the Tate: 
nothing. I try further afield at the Imperial War 
Museum, the National Army Museum, a few less - 


well-known galleries: nothing. I ask. around ,, but no-one 
seems to know what Fm on about. But realistically 
these -paintings must exist; they're the record of the 
British Empire , they're the heroic record of ‘ our' valiant 
redcoats. But where are they? I guess that between the 
Seventies , when I remember seeing these pictures , and the 
late Nineties , which is now , fhey've been hidden away 
in archives. I could probably request to see them , but Fm 
handicapped by not knowing what they're called or who 
they re by. And Fm losing the energy to find them. This 
search has taken me a fruitless week 

ANOTHER MEMORT’, a comic by Alan Moore and Bill 
Sienkiewicz^ called ‘ Shadowplay: The Secret Team‘d in which 
the number of the dead were tallied by images of red 
swimming pools. The average human body holds a gallon of 
blood. The average swimming pool holds 50,000 gallons 
of water. The maths,, and the graphic , were inescapable. 









These are hard paintings to make . They are ostensibly for a 
record that is proving a hard record to make. No-one knows 
what it's going to be called ., but later on it gets to be called 


'Kid A 


•) 




Red snow. Bootprints. (1999) 168cm x 168cm. Acrylic on canvas. 














Residential nemesis. (1999) ,168cm x 168cm. Acrylic and charcoal on canvas. 








Get out before Saturday. (2000) 168cm x 168cm. Acrylic on canvas. 

















Avert your eyes. (2000) 168cm x 168cm. Acrylic, charcoal and paper on canvas. 




















Trade center. (2000) 168cm x 168cm. Acrylic, charcoal and blackboard paint on canvas. 



























Hotels and a swimming pool. (2000) 168cm x 168cm. Acrylic, charcoal and gravel on canvas. 
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War village. (2000) 168cm x 84cm. Acrylic and charcoal on canvas. 










First Minos wall. (2000) 168cm x 168cm. Acrylic, charcoal and spray paint on canvas. 













T ' 171 in London, and Pm not sure what Pm doing. Pve got a video 
camera and Pm filming nothing in particular, as is proved when I 
stop for a cup of coffee and look. & the footage Pve shot so far. IPs 
just buildings , streets, people. IPs exactly what Pve seen. 

The trouble is that what I think. Pm seeing bears little relation to 
what Pm actually seeing. Fascinated by a brief mention of Piranesi in 
Peter Ackjoyd's ‘The House of Doctor Dee\ I boarded the train to 
London seeking an imaginary prison, a labyrinth of half-hidden 
treasures, thronged with mysteries and illuminated by an invisible 
lace of past events. Pve got my worn copy of the A-Z and a 
guidebook to London published in 1911, a notebook filled with mostly 
monosyllabic words transcribed Cwith some difficulty) from the tags 
that decorate the city, and Pve got this fucking video camera. 

The camera is the problem, and it takes me a day to realise it. IPs 
not reality that Pm looking for. It goes back in m y bag, and I stand 
at the edge of Ludgate Circus, staring at the vehicles dancing on 
the squashed yellow diamonds painted on the wet tarmac. 





C y ince I started drawing little weeping minotaurs Fve been trying 
^ to find the maze. Hours of study and several journeys to famous 
mazes have ultimately led me here\ to London. London is the 
labyrinth , the miz^maze^ the original troy town. My 1911 guidebook l 
takes me all over the city , seeking markers and signifiers. Fm briefly 
elated to find the London Stone , embedded not in a church any 
longer , but in the wall of a shop selling trainers. A tourist bus glides 
past , a phalanx of cameras recording my confusion at being surprised 
on my knees on the pavement , apparently worshipping the foundations 
of the sports shop. This isnt the last time that my secret discoveries 
turn out to be items on the tourist itinerary. London has been 
mapped exhaustively and documented many times before. 

Fm trying to make work, that will describe the Radiohead record that 
will eventually be called ‘Amnesiac. The figure of the weeping 
minotaur , a cursed monster condemned to live and die in a 
subterranean labyrinth, is my guide. I want to make the walls of 
the maze ., to daub and scratch the frustrations of the monster in the 
cage. My plotless , aimless perambulations in the city are decided 



by subconscious decisions ; LEFT, LEFT, straight ahead, RIGHT... 

£ verywhere novo Tm finding traces of the minotaur s path, 
from Smithfield, where the bulls were herded from 
Bartholomews Fair, along Giltspur Street, past the Old 
Bailey, down Fleet Street, up CornhilL.. The tags of graffiti 
writers echo in my head as I stare out at the Thames from 
Cousin Lane. 

And Tve overdone it all, as usual. Fve read a lot of what's been 
written about London, from the history of economic systems that 
support the wealthy to the rumours of man-eating pigs roaming the 
sewers. But this time Tve tried to stay out of the culture warehouses, 
the museums and galleries. The difficulty of working in the way I 
tend to is that the various fictions and theories I absorb solidify into 
a sort of cognitive concrete inside my skull, and after a while I cant 
distinguish fact from invention. They sacrifice children to stop the 
bridges from falling down. St Pauls stands on an ancient Druidic 
site. There are 'Underground stations far below the ones we kriow to 
service a subterranean train system in the event of nuclear war. 









All I want to do is make representations of the walls that imprisoned 
the minotaur, the child of Qyeen Pasiphae and the white bull, gift of 
Poseidon. Also a film. Pm going to make a film of a man running 
through London, possessed by the spirit of the minotaur, chased by 
his own imagination from Smithfield to the waves lapping the tiny 
shore at Cousin Lane... 


1 ^If hat I dont know now is that this film will be made Cone 
"'freezing winter day in the City), that I and the hastily assembled 
crew will almost be arrested by the City of London s private police 
force (having been surveilled by CCTV since we began filming) 
and that the film will later be utterly lost, never to resurface. The 
paintings also get made, and despite a quirky existence Ctransported 
by rickshaw :; exhibited briefly in a derelict warehouse ; stored for a 
few years in a corner of a factory in a remote industrial estate) are 
eventually, via a brief stay in my haunted dancehall of a studio, 
displayed in this book, and in Spain, a country well known 
for bullfighting. 



































































Third Minos wall. (2000) 168cm x 168cm. Acrylic, charcoal and spray paint on canvas. 
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/ t's late summer , and Fm in the American city of Los 
Angeles ^getting around in other people's cars , taxis and 
buses. It's not really a city that encourages walking. The 
cliche is that walking can get you arrested ., but in my limited 
experience walking is more likely to get you hot , bored and 
tired. So most of the time Fm in other people's cars , looking 
out of the window at a city scaled for private motor vehicles. 
Fve got a bit of a problem with private motor vehicles , but in 
a place like this it's probably a good idea to KEEP MT 
MOUTH SHUT 


Part of the massive scale of this particular version of hell on 
Earth involves the many advertising materials employed along 
the multilane highways that dissect this place. Designed and 
constructed with the assumption that they will be viewed from 
fast-moving vehicles by people who are assailed from all sides 
by a visual cacophony of conflicting messages 5 these 
advertising materials are big. Very Big, and Very Brash. 
I quite like advertising when it's brash , which seems a more 





honest variety of the business. I realise that using the words 
* honest ’ and c advertising in the same sentence is oxymoronic. 
One of the many advantages of being unable to operate 
a car is that I am able to pay more attention to my surroundings 
than a driver, who has to concentrate on > well, not crashing 
So Pm in the car with my notebookand for something to do 
Pm writing down what all these signs and advertisements have 
to say. Pm filling pages and pages. And then I realise 
something else. They're only using a very few colours, and the 
colours are bold,, brash, and used in very visually compelling 
combinations. About ninety per cent of the messages that flick, 
past my retinas are using seven colours. I start noting 
these down, and iPs astonishing. Red, green, blue, yellow, 
orange, black and white. All made of plastic, all made 
from pigments derived from the petrochemical industry, the 
same hydrocarbon trade that has made the city of Los Angeles 
possible, at least in the short term... 

7 

o Pm on Melrose Avenue in the Art Store* 


looking for acrylic Cie ., plastic) polymer paint in red, green, 
blue, yellow, orange, black and white. Fm going to paint 
using these colours, straight from the tub. Okay . Red*, 
cadmium red medium hue. Green\ light green permanent. 
Blue ; cerulean blue chromium. Fellow*, cadmium yellow 
medium. Orange; cadmium orange. Any old black and white 
will do, as long as they re opaque. 

I start painting in Los Angeles, and continue when I get 
back to England. If s autumn now, and Fm working in a barn 
in the Oxfordshire countryside. I end up spending my 
entire autumn and most of the winter in this barn, painting 
with these seven colours, painting words onto canvases that 
are a metre and a half square. 

Part of what Fm trying to do is TREAT THE CANVAS AS 
6 REAL ESTATEI map out a district of a city and then infill 
with coloured blocks and words. I start with the Pacific coast, 
and then map the inland areas of Los Angeles. Back in the 




Oxfordshire countryside L.A. seems rather distant ,, and in 
a sort of homage to The War On Terror I start 
finding maps of other cities on the internets Grozny, 
Kabul, London, Baghdad... 

T'm finding it all quite intense. I have to force myself 
to remember to breathe ,, and the repetitive aspect of using 
only seven colours is affecting everything I see. TREE = 

GREEN. HOUSE = RED. SKT = BLUE. Or BLACK. Or 

green. Christmas is fast approaching , and ifs getting very 
cold in the barriy which makes holding the brush increasingly 
difficulty especially for painting in the words. Heroically 
I abandon the barn and travel to a debauched party in 
London. When I return the next afternoon ,, clutching my 
heady I look around at the paintings and realise that 
Id finished anyway. 
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Haunted wall. (2003) 100cm x 100cm. Acrylic on canvas. 



















NO 

OEPOSIT 

REQUIRED 


KEEP TEENS 

OUT OF 

TROUBLE 


MV CHILD was iTISQiy 
STUDENT OF THE 


SriOG 

CHECK 


THEALL 

AMERICAN 


HOLLYWOO 


CARWASH 


WE PAY THE HOST* 


BEL AIR 
ARNlED PATROL 


IBANK9JSCRIPT 

ItmstIcoPIES 


h PRO DU CTOS LATINOS 

1QIAHT DOLLA R 
[FREE I |.D, 


towaway 


SERVICE 

RELIABILITY 

INTEGRITY 


NO [)-TURN 
all So CAH IAT ftUFf ET 


TO PROTECT 

AND SERVE 


FRUITAS X 

VEMURAS 


TACO 

NITE 


WIBUY AND SECL 

' closeouts 


tmto 

AMERICAN IDLE 


Special sauce. (2003) 100cm x 100cm. Acrylic on canvas. 
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Pacific coast. (2003) 150cm x 150cm. Acrylic and blackboard paint on canvas. 
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Santa Monica. (2003) 150cm x 150cm. Acrylic and blackboard paint on canvas. 
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Hollywood. (2003) 150cm x 150cm. Acrylic and blackboard paint on canvas. 








































Grozny. (2003) 150cm x 150cm. Acrylic and blackboard paint on canvas. 
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Kabul. (2003) 150cm x 150cm. Acrylic and blackboard paint on canvas. 
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Baghdad. (2003) 150cm x 150cm. Acrylic and blackboard paint on canvas. 
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London. (2003) 150cm x 150cm. Acrylic and blackboard paint on canvas. 
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Manhattan. (2003) 150cm x 150cm. Acrylic and blackboard paint on canvas. 








United states. (2004) 150cm x 150cm. Acrylic on canvas. 
































Hole. (2005) 150cm x 150cm. Acrylic on canvas. 
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Kozo Cnut. 


(2006) 


48cm x 42cm. Lino print on Japanese paper. 
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FINISHED. 
















Stanley Donwood and the enigmatic Dr Tchock are the elusive duo responsible for 
Radiohead’s artwork. Containing paintings they have produced in the last decade, this 
book also contains a cornucopia of never-before-seen artwork. Featuring the apocalyptic 
scenes of the OK Computer album, the startling, sinister shadow of memory cast onto the 
present in the Kid A paintings, and the overwhelming information overload of Hail to the 
Thief's landscapes of conflict. Dead Children Playing presents some of the most 
iconic artwork of our time. _ 















